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March 1772, Mrs Shearsmith and her servant were
sitting by the bed on which Swedenborg lay. He
had looked forward to the coming of that day with
as much pleasure as if he were going on a merry-
making holiday. At about five o'clock he asked
what time it was, and when they answered, he said,
* That is good. I thank you. God bless you/ He
lay quiet for some ten minutes and then, heaving a
gentle sigh, passed away in a moSt tranquil manner.
The day was Sunday.

It was Strange that juSt at this time Ferelius was
to leave London for Sweden. His laft official duty
as paftor of his chapel was to conduft the funeral
service. As a memento of this occasion and of his
long friendship with Swedenborg, he was given the
Hebrew Bible which for so many years had been his
friend's daily companion and often indeed the only'
book taken with him on his travels.

So, in his eighty-fifth year, Swedenborg left the
natural world for ever and joined his companions
in heaven. The world he left may have seemed
much as it had been in the far-off days he spent
with Anna in Upsala. But it was a different world.
A seed of new truth had been sown by the Lord.
As yet there was no green shoot above the ground,
but life was Stirring in the seed and soon it was to
spring up and shed a new beauty upon the earth.
The truth about God, the Word and the Heavenly